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to while away the long, sleepless hours of the night ? Knowing his master's ruling passion for the fame and greatness of his House, the faithful Menne] brought the chronicles of Maximilian's ancestors and legends of the saints of his race, to which the dying man listened with calm content. As the shadows began to close around him, his spirit was filled with visions of that stately company he was so soon to join, and in whose roll-call of honour it was his last ambition to join.
When the end was close at hand, he confessed, and received the rites of the Church with a tranquil mind, perfectly satisfied with his own good intentions, foi he and his conscience had always been the best oi friends. His kindness and courtesy never failed him; when the penitential psalms were sung by his death-bed, he made a sign with his hand for the clergy to be seated. He passed away before the dawn, with a smile upon his face, and his last wish was that his heart might be buried in the city of Bruges, with the beloved wife of his youth, Marie of Burgundy.
At his death on January 12, 1519, Maximilian was not yet quite sixty years of age, but he was the oldest monarch in Europe. A genial, kindhearted, and generous spirit, he had many friends, and scarcely one personal enemy. Perhaps no one felt Hs loss more bitterly than his daughter Marguerite, who had always been so loyal and loving to him, and who did more to keep him in touch with reality than anybody else. With rare common sense, tempered by a light touch of sympathy, she soothed his wounded pride while she pointed out how impossible it was foi> her totin*                    t»i
